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the cummerbunds of the fallen sowars.
Very unobtrusive was our return into
camp that evening. Not till after dusk
did we sneak in as we had sneaked out,
by ones and twos; for we were by no
means anxious that the General should
come to hear of our unsanctioned esca-
pade, till, at any rate, Sanford had found
time to think over the most judicious ex-
cuse for it.
As we stretched our tired legs under
the table in the mess tent, and refreshed
our dry throats with a welcome draught
of " tarbund " beer, we looked forward
to a good night's rest after our day's
adventures, for the force was not to- re-
sume its march till daylight next morn-
ing. At this juncture an official letter
was brought by an orderly and handed
to the commanding officer, whose face
while he read it presented an interesting
study. He ended its perusal with a low
whistle clearly indicative of puzzled em-
barrassment ; and then communicated
its contents to the table. The staff offi-
cer of the column had, it seemed, the